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began to db the same thing in school, where he would suddenly
leave his seat and run to the teacher, his family became
alarmed,   Nobody, however, thought of the possibility of
serious disease.   Occasionally, he also used to stop short
for a few seconds in the course of his playing, or even in the
midst of a sentence, without an explanation, and apparently
without even knowing that the lapse had occurred.   He
developed  a rather  disagreeable  and irritable  character.
Sometimes he had fits of rage, in one of which he threw a pair
of scissors at his little sister with such force that one of
the points pierced the bone of the skull just above the eyes,
almost killing her.   As the parents did not think of con-
sulting an alienist, his disease remained unrecognized, and
he was treated as a bad boy.   In his twelfth year he had his
first observed epileptic fit, and it was only then that his case
was understood.   Despite great difficulties I was  able  to
find out from the boy that when he was about six he began
to be seized with fits of panic terror, as if someone unseen were
present.   Soon he came to see a short man with a beard,
a man he had never seen before, but whose features he could
describe with  great detail.   This man appeared abruptly
to him and frightened him so much that he ran away.   It was
quite difficult to discover why this man was so terrifying;
the boy was obviously deeply disturbed about something,
which he treated as a dreadful secret.   It took me many hours
to win his confidence, so that he would confess to me.   Then
he said, " That man was trying to make me take something
terrible from him.   I can't tell you what it was.   It was
awful!   He came nearer and nearer,  and insisted more
and more that I must take it.     But I was so frightened
I always ran away.   I did not take it/'   As he said this,
he turned pale, and began to tremble with fear.   When at
last I succeeded in calming him down he said, " It was a sin/'
" But what kind of sin ? " I asked.
The boy stood up, looked suspiciously all about him,
then almost whispered, " It was murder."

